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A Utopian Classroom: A Re-Imagination of Education 

By Katherine Derenisky 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(All images were made by myself with an online creative software.) 
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There is a future where schools are more inclusive. They allow for connection, they allow 

students to explore their curiosities, and they allow for differentiation to all levels of ability. This 

classroom is more than just one room. It is a coming-together of multiple groups of students and a 

collaboration between teachers. There is little separation between students, in fact, classroom pods are 

connected through sliding doors that stay open most of the day. Nature is brought into the classroom, 

and students are brought outside of the classroom to nature often. These pods are accessible and 

openly designed. 

Like students, subjects are no longer separated; they come alive in cross-curricular activities. 

There are still required hours of study to complete; however, students get to choose their area of focus 

for two-week periods. Each student gets a ‘life-teacher’, someone who will stick with them through 

every level of study and serve as a guide and emotional support. Each school will also have a set of 

experts in the various subject areas who come into the classroom and can be used by students as a 

resource. These experts can be brought in virtually or in-person, allowing for a broad range of expertise 

to be shared with students.  Classrooms are organized in pods, with four general study areas as well as 

an outdoor study area. These areas within a pod are all connected through sliding doors, creating an 

open space throughout the day.  
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Students are given four eight-week periods to choose from. These are the periods they will 

come to school. Younger students spend their off-time interacting with peers at a childcare program, or 

they take their four periods consecutively and begin their next level of education earlier. Older students 

spend this time gaining hands-on experience volunteering or working in their community; they, too, can 

choose to take these periods consecutively to begin their next level early. Within each of the four eight-

week periods, students then choose whether they would like to work mornings, afternoons, or 3 full 

days a week. While in school, students choose a project in an area of their choice to complete. These 

projects generally take two weeks, so students would complete two projects every term, although some 

larger projects can span over the entire period.  

Students meet with their life teacher at the beginning of their school time each day, consulting 

about their progress and creating personal goals. Once students have consulted with their life teacher, 

the sliding doors open, connecting a pod of classrooms and opening the pod to the outside and the rest 

of the school area. Students do not have an assigned space; however there are cubbies for them to keep 

personal belongings. In each pod, there is an Imagination Area, a Practical Skills Area, an 

Experimentation Area, a Fitness Area, a Mindfulness Area, and an Outdoor Learning Area. Each area has 

a projector screen, shelves, and a rolling desk for teachers. 
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The Imagination Area is set up to allow students to explore an area of their choosing. This area has 

experts with knowledge about literature, languages, history, and the arts. There are computers for 

research or projects, tables for work areas, a piano and instruments for students to use, and a rolling 

desk for teachers to move around freely helping students.  
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The Practical Skills Area is set up to allow for students to explore something of interest to them 

in their community or lives. The experts in this area have knowledge about baking, cooking, jobs, social 

media, carpentry, welding, and other trades. This area has stoves, ovens, sinks, and workspaces for 

students. There are computers around this area which can also be used by students. 
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The Experimentation Area is set up to allow for students to explore a topic or subject of interest 

to them, with hands-on work. The experts in this area focus on science, mathematics, history, robotics, 

gardening, and the arts. This area has multiple workspaces for student use, a  

computer space for student use, and sinks. 
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The Mindfulness Area is set up to allow for students to connect to their bodies and minds, 

practicing mindfulness and awareness. The experts in this area have knowledge about Indigenous 

practices and knowledge, mindfulness, health, meditation, yoga, and nature. This area has very little 

furniture. There are bean bag chairs for students to sit in and portable table tops for students to use 

while sitting (for writing or online work). It is connected directly to the outside for ease of access to the 

greenhouse.  
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The Fitness Area is designed for students to explore their health and fitness, as well as for 

students who need a break throughout the day. The experts in this area can teach about healthy living, 

fitness, training, and the sciences of the body. This area has all sorts of fitness equipment for students to 

learn how to use. It also has massage tables and medical equipment for students to use for learning. 
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The Garden Area is designed as an area for students to use at any point throughout the day. 

There are tables set up for students to work at outside, greenhouses, plants and trees to tend to, and 

barbeques for cooking. Everything is under the protection of a pergola, which is covered to protect from 

rain and snow and is heated for work in the winter months.  

 

 

 

 

 

Each area is connected, and each area of learning can be combined—students are not limited to 

any one area of learning at a time. There is opportunity for collaboration and cross-curricular activities 

at all times. Students of all levels of abilities have opportunities for growth, learning, and social 

interaction. Students form relationships with their ‘life teachers’ that help their emotional growth, and 

they are taught practices such as mindfulness to stimulate this emotional growth as well. There is an 

opportunity every day for learning in all areas. This future classroom is student-centered, inclusive, and 

connected to nature.  
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“An Eco-home” and “City-Dwellers”  

by Kamryn Maurer 
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For The Greater Good  

by Reece Shillington 

                                                    Part One 

It was dark. It has been dark for most of his life. Day after day, week after week, month 

after month, year after year. Joseph could not trust his eyes to identify the beginning of a new 

day anymore; the little screen that lay next to his head was the only thing ensuring that he woke 

up on time to get to what he often told Michael was his “government-mandated slavery”. His 

eyes quickly acknowledged each object in the room. It did not take long to adjust to the darkness. 

All light was artificial. The sun had long been lost in The Slums as the sky was filled with a thick 

roof of smoke. The City had once tried to simulate sunlight by showing a looped video of the sun 

on The Slums sky monitor, but the screen had cost too much to run every day, so they now only 

used it to send The Slums “important” messages. 

The day started out like any other for Joseph. He woke up, ate his breakfast ration which 

consisted of a piece of bread, some sort of egg paste, and what the writing on the box called 

“faux sausage”. He swirled his tooth solution around in his mouth before attaching his prosthetic 

and putting on his coveralls. Joseph heard a knock at his door. He looked out of his small front 

window to see if it was a City Peace Officer, but he saw nothing. 

He opened the door to see Michael. Michael was diagnosed with achondroplasia at birth 

and stood about four feet tall. Joseph smiled at Michael and took a step off of his porch, locking 

the door behind him. 

“Did ya sleep any better last night?” 
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Joseph’s smile quickly turned into a  frown. “About the same as every other night” 

“Ya me too” Michael muttered as he looked down at his feet. 

“Do ya think it got anything to do with the new regulations at work?” 

“I don’t see how it wouldn’t. The only reason people like us are even born anymore is 

because of the mines and factories.” 

“Well, that’s not true Jo. Buddy o’ mine had a beautiful baby girl not one week ago!” 

“Sean?” Joseph inquired. 

“Yea… I didn’t know ya knew Sean.” 

“He was in my amputee workgroup. He was so excited about his daughter, he didn’t care 

if she was like us or like them...he hasn’t shown up since they took his daughter to the city.” 

“Oh…” 

Joseph and Michael walked in silence until they got to Michael’s factory, nodding 

occasionally at familiar people. 

“The good ol’ packaging plant.” 

“Looks horrendous” 

“Ah, it’s not too bad Jo. nothing compared to what ya do every day.” 

Joseph sighed “ah we all have our own struggles Michael. Comparing gets us nowhere” 

“I guess” 
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Joseph and Michael sat in silence until the bell at Michael’s factory rang. They 

exchanged a quick goodbye and headed in opposite directions. Michael hobbled up the stairs, 

and Joseph walked towards his hole. 

 

                                                          Part Two 

Joseph and all of the men in the elevator watched the small television as they descended. 

The daily reminder of why The Slums exist and the importance of respecting City Peace Officers 

played yet again as the men mindlessly waited to get to the bottom of their hole so that they 

could suffer in silence. Suddenly, a hand slammed on the emergency stop button. All eyes fell to 

the man who had pressed the button. 

“What are you-” 

The man held up his arm and motioned for the men to be silent. Joseph did not recognize 

this man. This man had a prosthetic right hand with what the men called “a claw” at the end. The 

man pointed to a device in the corner that the men had always assumed was a speaker. The man 

pointed to his ear and all the men understood. The man quickly handed a note to the man next to 

him and motioned for him to pass it on. Joseph finally got the note. The note read: “I’ve had 

enough, I know you all have had enough. Meet behind the packaging plant 10 minutes after work 

today”. The man then collected his note, pressed the down arrow on the elevator, and looked 

forward as if nothing ever happened. 

Work was normal that day. Joseph would have forgotten completely about the man and 

his note if it had not been for the uneasy tension between all of the regular workers. The workday 

ended and they clocked out but, instead of heading home, they all silently headed to the 
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packaging plant. Michael sat on the front step of the plant, smiled, and stood up when he saw 

Joseph. Joseph met eyes with Michael and sternly shook his head and mouthed for Michael to 

go. Michael immediately frowned at this and watched the group of men turn around the backside 

of the building. 

The mysterious man began speaking. “We can’t do this anymore. Why should they live in 

luxury while we live like rats in this hellhole?” The men stared at the ground as this mysterious 

new worker spoke. “I have a plan. Talk to each other, talk to the other residents of The Slums. I 

need you to get as many people to meet beneath the Sky Monitor in three days at this exact time. 

I need all of the slums to be near the wall after work in three days! Got it?” The men sat in 

silence.  

“Why?” Joseph spoke 

They all looked at Joseph and then back to the mysterious man. 

“I can’t tell you that, it would put you in too much danger” 

“Why would we trust you then? We’ve never even seen you before today” 

“I know it must be hard. I have personally seen The City. I know what it is like over 

there. Please I beg of you!  If you want nothing to do with me in three days then fine, but I need 

you to spread the word to meet at the wall under the Sky Monitor.” 

They all looked at Joseph. Joseph looked at each of the men. 

“I don’t see why not” he spoke. The men all slowly nodded in agreement. 
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“Thank you! thank you! You won’t regret it! Now everyone quickly get out of here 

before we get caught! Go home and spread the word to your family, to your friends, to the people 

you pass on the street!” 

The man quickly turned around and ran in the opposite direction. Joseph shrugged at the 

other men and they all broke off into separate groups to go home. Joseph walked to the front of 

the plant where Michael still stood. 

“What was that?” Michael asked. 

“I’m not entirely sure” Joseph answered. 

 

       Part Three 

 

Joseph did not expect this turnout. It took less than a day before nearly the entire Slums 

had heard about the meeting at the wall. Joseph had told Michael who had gone and told nearly a 

third of The Slums himself. Word spread quickly after that. Joseph looked at the crowd. Monica, 

who was bound to a wheelchair and worked at the front desk of the packaging plant, Joshua, who 

had been born with achondroplasia at birth and worked with Michael, and Sonya, who had been 

born with fibular hemimelia, and spent her days panhandling on the street, were a few of the 

people that Joseph recognized. 

Michael walked up to Joseph and excitedly began to say something before he was 

interrupted by a bright light and a loud boom of the speakers starting on the sky monitor. It was 

the man who told the workers to get The Slums to show up at this time. The man was sweaty and 

very obviously nervous. “I don’t have much time everyone”. He looked off to the side of his 



19 
 

 

room for a moment. “You need to trust me. You deserve to live as they do. Your physical 

differences do not matter. They are using you as slaves and you are letting them! You keep them 

alive while they look down on you like you are no better than dirt underneath their shoes! You 

need to rise up! Show the City that you are worthy! That you deserve to be happy and live 

carefree like them! Riot! Revolt! Bring down the wall! Free yourselves!”. 

The feed cut out. 

Silence filled The Slums before someone screamed. Joseph looked over to the source of 

the sound. The man continued to scream as he picked up a brick and plummeted it towards the 

wall. This started some sort of uproar with people throwing things at the wall. Bricks, chairs, 

bicycles, anything that people could pick up was thrown at the wall. All hell broke loose as 

people began breaking windows of homes and shops to grab more things to throw at the wall. 

It wasn’t long before authorities arrived. Nearly 20 city peace officers helicopters were in 

the sky. The lights from the helicopters blinded the people of The Slums. A man rappelled down 

from one of the helicopters, walked forward with a megaphone, and began to speak. “Listen here 

you litt-”.  

He was hit in the head with a brick and knocked unconscious. The Sky Monitor turned 

back on to show a City Peace Officer who warned the crowd that they would have to take further 

actions if the riots did not stop. The people began to throw things at the helicopters, so they got 

ready to land. Within all of the Chaos, a voice arose. It was Joseph, holding the unconscious 

Peace Officer’s megaphone. The riot stopped as he spoke. 

“Everyone please listen to me! Someone needs to suffer so that the majority can live their 

best lives. So, why not pick those who are already suffering? We all know that our physical 
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disabilities don’t define us, but we would be lying if we said that they have never caused us 

suffering and pain. We have strong enough wills and minds to overcome anything. So, does it 

not make sense that we must be the ones to do this for them? We make the greatest sacrifice for 

the greater good of many people. If we go through that wall and attack their city, are we not 

worse than them? Are we no better than the monsters they think us to be? We do this peacefully. 

We strike, we stop showing up for work, and we wait for them to make a move. They will 

quickly realize that they need us so their luxurious lifestyle is not interrupted. We will not go 

back to work until we have met with the president of the City and have made a deal. They can't 

kill us as they will have nobody to work in these factories and mines. They need us; it won’t take 

long for them to realize that.” 

The people of the slums quickly surrendered. They realized that Joseph was right. Many 

people were arrested that night and never seen again by the people of The Slums. Joseph found 

his dear friend Michael’s body near the corner of a small shop. He was attempting to run away 

when the riot started and was knocked down and trampled to death. Michael’s funeral was held 

less than a week later. 

 

 

                                                           Part 4 

There has not been an uprising since that day. Joseph made sure of it. Joseph has been the 

president of The Slums for nearly eight years now, and life has gotten significantly better. He 

had met with the president of the City after nearly a month of peaceful protests in which nobody 

went to work. Joseph and his people understood that The Slums made sacrifices for the greater 

good. The president of The City understood that the slums were necessary to sustain his people's 



21 
 

 

lifestyle. Life had gotten better. More food was given to the Slums and the City helped remove 

some of the smoke, using some sort of technology that Joseph did not understand even after the 

explanation given to him, so that sunlight could shine through. Most importantly, the city created 

a school in the Slums. The Michael Mccaffrey School now taught children basic subjects as well 

as gave them proper training for the jobs they would do for the entirety of their lives.   
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The Code 

By Riley Nadoroznick 

While his father was chopping wood on an autumn afternoon, a boy asked, “What was it like 

before the bombs dropped?” 

Taken aback, the father put his axe down. He turned to the fresh mountain lake next to them, 

struggling to develop an answer. “Different,” he said. His son had never seen streets or office buildings. 

He had no concept of video games or laptops. Answering this question was not going to be easy. 

“I was seventeen when it started. Twenty-two when the final bombs went off.” The father 

picked his axe back up, grabbed another log and continued chopping. “People just couldn’t get along. 

Everyone started to hate one another.” 

The son moved the freshly cut firewood to a nearby wagon. “The funny thing is,” said the father, 

“we had The Code back then. The Code has been around for a long time. We just ignored it.” 

“What was everyone fighting about?” the son asked, wiping sweat from his forehead. 

“Everything.” The father said, striking the next log with a little added frustration. “They fought 

about what to eat, how to learn, who to trust.” He swung even harder at the next log. “Money always 

seemed to be a big issue, too.” 

“What’s money?” the son asked, making another trip to the wagon. He could tell his father was 

not overly comfortable answering these questions, but he was curious. 

“Money is what people used to trade for things. If you needed something back then, you had to 

have money to get it.” The father placed the last log on the chopping block. “When we catch fish, we 

just bring them back for everyone in the cabin. Right?” 

Placing the last of the firewood into the wagon, the son said, “Yea, of course. What else would 

we do with it?” 
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The father placed his axe in the wagon, lifted the handles, and the two of them started on their 

way home. “When I was your age, people would trade their fish for pieces of paper called money. Then 

they would trade that money for something else. Something like a blanket, for example.” 

“I don’t understand,” the son said as he danced across the stones protruding from the stream. 

“What was the point of the paper? Didn’t they share everything?” 

“Not exactly, no. Everyone owned their own stuff,” the father grunted as he pushed the wagon 

uphill. “If we need a blanket today, we borrow one from the communal closet. Back then, we would 

have had to go to a store and trade money for it.” 

The son jumped from the final stone and narrowly avoided falling back into the water after a 

deer startled him. Without skipping a beat, he asked, “So how did everyone get money? Did they all fish 

and make blankets?” 

“No son, everyone had different jobs. Some people fished, some people made blankets, but 

there were many other jobs, too. Some people earned money by painting or building things. Some 

people made money trying to keep everyone safe. Another popular line of work was telling other people 

what to do with their money.” 

“What?!” The son stopped in his tracks. 

“People worked hard for their money,” the father chuckled. “They were willing to spend a little 

to have someone look after it for them. Adults spent most of their time at their job and wanted to get 

the most from their money. They would wake up, rush out the door, spend all day working, then come 

home and do it again the next day. All in the name of money.” As they neared the cabin, the father 

invited his son in to take control of the wagon. “They never spent much time together as a family,” he 

said. 

“That’s weird.” The son grunted as he pushed the heavy load. “People must have really loved 

their jobs.” 
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Caught off guard by the suggestion, the father, now stopped in his tracks, replied, “Well… no, 

not really. In fact, most people didn’t enjoy their jobs at all.” Thinking back on all the boring, unfulfilling 

jobs he held in his youth, he continued, “They did them because they felt they had to. Everyone was so 

worried about buying the newest items that they wasted most of their lives doing things they didn’t 

enjoy.” 

“But that doesn’t make any sense.” The son put the wagon down for a second, partly to rest but 

also to frame his next question. “Why would you do something you didn’t like just to buy something you 

didn’t need?” 

“You’re right, it didn’t make sense. In fact, it caused a lot of sadness and anger in the world.” As 

the massive cabin appeared on the horizon, they could see children running around playing tag while 

their parents prepared the evening meal. The father smiled at the sight of the new world they had all 

built. 

“We were just so caught up in owning and consuming as much as we could. We never thought 

about the vicious cycle we created. People would get upset if someone had more than they did. People 

would become jealous if their clothes weren’t as fancy as someone else’s. They’d fight over such silly 

things.” The father shook his head just thinking about it. “I’m with you, bud. It seems crazy to me now, 

too. If only we had recognized The Code back then. The war could have been avoided altogether.” 

As he steered the wagon through the grazing sheep, the son asked, “Was owning things better 

than sharing them?” 

“I don’t think it was, no. The way we live now…” The father paused to find the right words. “We 

look out for each other now. Back then, we had some people with more fish than they could ever eat 

while others starved. It caused so much pain and heartache.” 

The son placed the wagon next to the cabin and they started to unload. 
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“Here in Archadie,” the father said, “we don’t have to worry about people starving. Before 

anyone has more than they need, we make sure everyone has enough. We share and care for each 

other. We don’t need a government to tell us who should have what. All we need is The Code.” 

With the wagon quickly emptying, and the woodpile pile growing in the cabin, the boy asked, 

“What was a government?” 

“The government was a small group of people who ruled our towns, cities, and countries. They 

set the rules and regulations for everyone.” 

“How did a government work?” questioned the son. 

“Most of the world had a form of government called a democracy. In a democracy, the people 

were able to vote on who they wanted their leader to be.” The father said, grabbing another load of 

wood. “It worked well for a long time, but it wasn’t perfect. It became a big game. A fight for power. And 

it got to the point where only two people ran to be leader.” 

“What’s wrong with that?” the son asked. 

“Remember what we talked about when chopping wood earlier?” 

“Yea, how to separate one big thing into smaller groups. Division, you called it, right?” 

“That’s right, division.” The father placed the last of the chopped wood in the cabin. “Well, 

when we had just two choices for leader, it caused a lot of division. The candidates created an ‘us versus 

them’ environment, turning people against each other. People fought. They called each other names. It 

got ugly.” 

The son wheeled the empty wagon to the back of the cabin. The father followed and continued 

the history lesson, “A long time ago, thousands of years before the war, a man named Aristotle wrote 

that a community could not be considered a happy one if a segment of its people were unhappy. And 

with an ‘us versus them’ mindset, we were not a happy community. Hence the civil war.” 
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The father grabbed a cup of water from the well and brought it to his son. “That’s why we do 

things differently here. That’s why we don’t have a leader. We have The Code instead. When there are 

decisions to be made, we consult The Code then decide as a group.” Sitting next to his son on a rustic 

bench, he continued, “After the war, the few of us who survived decided to create this new community. 

We were determined to avoid the same path that led to the war in the first place.” 

“We eat and live together. We treat each other like family. We’re always there for each other, 

everyone is on the same team here. Archadie has no titles. No social hierarchy. This is all by design.” The 

dinner bell rang, and the father and son started to make their way inside. 

“We’ve made sacrifices along the way. There were some good things about life before the war.” 

The father wrapped his arm around his son as they entered the cabin. “Archadie isn’t perfect. But after 

having experienced what we did, we decided that putting The Code first was the key to happiness.” 

Kissing his wife as he sat down beside her, the father gazed at all the fresh food across the table. 

He turned to his son and said, “Archadie may not be perfect, but we’ve got it pretty good here.” 

The cabin filled with chatter and laughter while the families sat and ate together. Across the 

room, a large stone sat above the communal fireplace. On it was engraved all seven words of The Code: 

“Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself.” 
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Unreliable narrators: What Ursula K. Le Guin’s “The Ones Who Walk 
Away from Omelas” reveals about contemporary society 
 
by Sara Birrell 

 

 

In 2014, Ursula K. Le Guin gave a speech at the National Book Awards, in which she 

said “We live in capitalism. Its power seems inescapable. So did the divine right of kings. Any 

human power can be resisted and changed by human beings” (Le Guin, 2014).  This perspective 

– that capitalism seems inevitable but is, in fact, escapable, if humans choose to change it – 

seems to be at the heart of her 1973 short story, “The Ones Who Walk Away from Omelas.” 

Omelas’ unreliable narrator, who invites the reader to imagine the shining city as their “own 

fancy bids” (Le Guin, 274) is nevertheless firm on one fact: the people of Omelas are happy, and 

their happiness is “wholly dependent” on the “abominable misery” of one small, tortured child 

(Le Guin, 276). Le Guin wrote “Omelas” at the beginning of the 1973 financial crisis, when the 

post-war economic stability of the 1950s had begun to crumble and neoliberal capitalism was on 

the rise. The political and economic systems that people lived under at the time seemed 

inevitable, although perhaps less inevitable than they seem to be now. Le Guin’s narrator’s 

willingness to accept that a perfect society will look different for everyone while simultaneously 

accepting without question that such a society could be built on the wretched suffering of another 

offers readers the opportunity to examine – and question – their own beliefs about what is 

inescapable.  
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 The fragility of the narrator’s assertion that the people of Omelas’ happiness is built on 

the misery of this one small child is immediately evident under any kind of questioning. How 

long has the child been there? It could only have been a few years, since the child is still a child 

and since it can “remember sunlight and its mother’s touch” (Le Guin, 276). And yet the society 

of Omelas seems to have long traditions and “old, moss-grown gardens” that suggest a history of 

flourishing that long predates the existence of the child (Le Guin, 273). Perhaps there were other 

children before it, but the fact remains that this child has not been there forever, or even for a 

long period of time. This paradox invites us to question our own, seemingly inevitable, system. 

What has existed before this? Was it better? Worse? What conditions led to the progress and 

development of our society? What brought us to where we are and what can we learn from those 

conditions? Why have we accepted our current system as natural and tenable? What assumptions 

are preventing us from changing the systems that currently exist? Omelas exists not as a utopia 

or a dystopia, but as a thought experiment, encouraging the reader to examine their own deeply 

held convictions about what is necessary and natural and unavoidable. 

 According to the narrator, “the terms are strict and absolute; there may not even be a kind 

word spoken to the child” (Le Guin, 276).  But who set these terms? Omelas has no king, the 

rules and laws of their society are “singularly few” and the religion of Omelas, which has no 

clergy and “no guilt” is surely not a religion that would condemn a child (Le Guin, 273). It seems 

that the people themselves – like the people of our own times – have set these terms, for reasons 

that they have, perhaps, forgotten. And so why should the people not set new terms? The 

situation that the people of Omelas find themselves in is comparable to the situation that we, the 

readers, find ourselves in. We have money because there has always (but not really) been money. 

We have prisons and police and a state because there has always (but not really) been prisons 



29 
 

 

and police and a state. By questioning the Omelians’ commitment to these strange and cruel 

terms, we can begin to question our own commitment to the strange and cruel terms of our own 

society and realize that the things we have taken for granted as necessary and even natural are 

really just arbitrary rules we have imposed (or had imposed) upon ourselves, and do the work of 

undoing them and building something better. 

 Le Guin’s narrator offers the reader the opportunity to imagine Omelas as they see fit. “If 

an orgy would help, don’t hesitate,” they say. “As you like it” (Le Guin, 274). But, intriguingly, 

the narrator doesn’t give the reader the option to imagine an Omelas in which the suffering of the 

child can be alleviated. This parallels the thought patterns many people exhibit in our own world, 

in which people are willing – excited, even – to imagine new technologies and new institutions 

that will make life better and easier and more fulfilling, yet are much less willing to interrogate 

the foundational beliefs and ideologies that have led to the problems we are trying to fix. Like 

the people of Omelas, our society is built on certain core assumptions. Our failure to challenge, 

on a large scale, those assumptions, to question whether there is a need for a state, or a need for 

war, or a need for money as a system of exchange, leads to suffering. It is easy for readers to 

look at Omelas, which has architecture and art and profound science, and question why that 

intellect and ingenuity couldn’t be put towards solving the problem of the child. In raising this 

hypothetical question, Le Guin urges us to raise it in our own lives. Why can’t we, with all of our 

science and our philosophy and our humble labour, solve the suffering in our own society? Of 

course, unlike in Omelas, there are certainly people in our existing world who raise these 

questions and imagine and fight for alternatives to the state, to the police, to the oppressive 

systems of governance that plague us, but Le Guin’s thought experiment raises the question not 

of what those alternatives could look like, but simply, why have we not chosen them? What 
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arbitrary laws have we accepted as unquestionable truths that keep us from building a more just 

and equitable society?  

 The ones who walk away offer a frustrating conundrum. Although they accept that their 

society is unjust, their leaving does nothing to change the wretched conditions of the child or to 

challenge the narrative that Omelians have accepted as truth. This suggests that it is not enough 

to recognize the injustices of a system and “opt out.” That, in fact, opting out is a privilege, one 

not afforded to the child, who has no such freedom. Although the narrator passes no judgement 

on those who leave, as readers, we can see the inadequacy of their response. This is as close to a 

call to action as “The Ones Who Walk Away from Omelas” will give us: it is an 

acknowledgement that the way things are in Omelas is unjust – if it were not, there would be no 

need to walk away – and that it is not enough to turn away from it, even if, in that turning away, 

you give up all of the benefits that the injustice has provided you. And, in fact, turning away is in 

itself a benefit. We, like the people of Omelas, have the power to act, but if that action is 

undertaken only to assuage our own guilt, if it does nothing to rectify the wrongs being done, 

then we are moving into a place that “does not exist” (Le Guin, 277). That is to say, there is no 

place we can go to escape injustice. It must be confronted, and dealt with, even if that means 

struggle. Our fears that things will be made worse by our intervention are fears which must be 

addressed, otherwise we are simply condemning ourselves and our community to perpetual 

injustice. 

 Le Guin’s thought experiment offers a challenge to readers: not necessarily “how can we 

make the world better?” but instead, “what, exactly, is stopping us from doing so?” The 

unreliability of the narrator forces us to confront our own role as unreliable narrator in the 

construction of our society, our willingness to accept things as they are simply because that is the 
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way they have been. The brevity of the child’s imprisonment, which is nevertheless accepted as 

eternal and unchangeable, causes us to question the brevity of the systems we live under now. 

The system of industrialized capitalism that we live under is breathtakingly new in the context of 

all of human history, and yet we often accept it as intractable, something that is and always has 

been. In inviting us to imagine Omelas as it pleases us, we are reminded of the power we have to 

shape our own world. And in presenting what is, to us, a very dubious condition as necessary, we 

are reminded to question what other dubious necessities we have taken for granted. 
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The Climate Wars  

by Sydney Chadwick 

The Amber Rains fall slowly against the concrete, sizzling as they hit the ground. 

 “Shit!” Asha says as a stray drop hits her nose.  Her face is already pockmarked with scars 

from the Rains.  One more won't make a difference.  It stings a moment, then fades.  The pain 

doesn’t bother her anymore; she’s used to it by now.  She lifts her dark eyes from under her hood 

and picks H out of the crowd in the distance.  She smiles and nods as they run up to her excitedly. 

 “Hey! You’ll never believe what I learned,” they say in their western lilt,  “We can’t talk 

here, though.”  They look around dramatically, as if searching for an invisible enemy.  Asha rolls 

her eyes, but follows as H pulls her into an alleyway to their left.  The alley reeks of pee stained 

concrete and garbage rotting in the heat.  People cough and choke, stricken with another new 

disease.  Asha hurries her steps.  Finally they reach a fire escape attached to one of the old brick 

buildings and begin climbing.  H peeks into the window on the third floor, then pushes it open 

with a grunt.  “Come on!” they whisper, pulling Asha through behind them.  They tumble to the 

floor, tripping over each other and the potted plant next to the window. 

 Asha looks around as H puts the plant back in place.  It looks sickly, likely from the heat 

wave.  Plants don’t seem to live for long these days.  This apartment obviously belongs to 

someone with money; plants are hard to come by and extremely expensive.  The rich like to tout 

the wonderful effects of house plants on the air quality of your house, but are only willing to 
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decorate their own elaborate houses with them.  The poor will have to suffer.  “H, what are we 

doing here?” Asha whispers to her friend.  H simply wiggles their eyebrows in response, then 

scurries over to the small white desk in the corner.  Asha follows cautiously and peeks over their 

shoulder. 

 “Look,” they whisper, waiting for Asha’s response. “The promised land.  It’s real.” 

 “The promised land is a children’s story spread by misguided parents and religious 

fanatics.  What are we doing here H?” 

 “Asha, look!” They shove a small piece of paper, about the size of a train ticket, towards 

her.  Asha squints and takes the paper in her hand.  It is similar to the tickets for the rail to Toronto 

but something is off.  The details are more fine; the writing sparkles in the light from the window 

as if written in gold; faint pictures are printed on the background, and a small chip of some sort 

is embedded on the right side of the ticket. 

 “I-” Asha struggles for words, entranced by the beautiful ticket, so out of place in her dirt 

stained hands.  “H, how did you find this?” 

 H winks and smiles, “Don’t worry your pretty little head about that.  There are dozens of 

documents here outlining a city of plenty.  A city where all citizens have a bed and food to eat.  

Paradise.” 

 “But how do you get an invitation?” Asha’s heart sinks. “Is it truly paradise if only the rich 

and privileged are allowed in? They are the last ones who deserve to be given what they already 

have.” 
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 A door opens and slams nearby and Asha nearly jumps out of her skin. A panicked look 

crosses her face as she glances at H; if they are caught stealing they will be put to death. H simply 

smirks, shoving the ticket in their pocket as they do, then dashes to the window. They hop out 

onto the fire escape with the gracefulness of a desert dancer. Asha follows close behind and 

tumbles out, ducking out of view just as she hears the door to the office open. The two sit in 

silence for a moment. Asha can feel her heart beating out of her chest. H puts a finger to their 

lips, but no matter how still she is, she is sure whoever entered the room will hear the rapid drum 

of her heart. 

 “Now!” H mouths, pulling Asha up towards the top floor. The two of them quietly rush up 

the fire escape then climb over the ledge onto the roof. Asha rolls as she hits the concrete, but H 

lands lightly on their feet as if it is their second nature. “Come on Asha! I know a shortcut,” H says 

with a grin. Asha hops to her feet and follows H along the roof, ducking here and there to avoid 

the large, black solar panels. They are much newer than any of the rest of the building, likely 

added as a last ditch effort to mitigate climate change. It was much too little, too late. The world 

now balances on the brink of destruction. With the rise of global temperatures, the oceans have 

overpowered the land; extreme weather and heat come in waves, crops die, and people starve. 

The greed of capitalists pushed our world to this point, pushed us to the constant point of war 

over the remaining livable lands. Our school and government tells a different story, but many 

citizens remember the truth; some of our parents remember when humankind was not in a 

constant state of war with the earth and with each other. 
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 Asha shakes the thought from her head and runs after H, barely able to keep up. At the 

far edge of the building, H stops and turns on their heel. “Do you trust me?” they ask. “Of course 

I-,” Asha begins to respond but is cut off when H leaps over the side of the building. She stares in 

shock as her friend falls out of sight. Slowly regaining her sense, Asha creeps to the edge in fear 

of what she might find. The breath she had been holding escapes quickly. 

 “Are ya coming?” H says from the roof of the adjacent building. Asha rolls her eyes at the 

theatrics, but is impressed nonetheless. She shouldn’t be surprised; H’s main way around the city 

is by rooftop, a very useful tool when escaping law enforcement and angry first class citizens. 

“Well?” they say, daring Asha to leap. It’s not a far jump, but the gap to the pavement below 

makes her stomach churn. She’s never been one for heights and always leaves the roof hopping 

to H. Rolling her shoulders back and taking a deep breath, Asha leaps to the building below. H 

catches her as her legs threaten to give out underneath her. “Ya good there?” H says with a laugh, 

holding Asha tight by the waist. Asha pulls away quickly, hiding her blushing cheeks behind her 

hood. 
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Afterword 

 This story is based on a world that I am scared really will come to pass.  With my work as 

a climate activist, I have done research on the possible effects of climate change; these include 

rising global temperatures, rising sea levels, drought, floods, intense heat waves, and more.  I 

wanted to explore a world where no action (or too little, too late) was taken to combat the 

climate crisis.  How would the social structure change?  What kind of new suffering would people 

have to endure?  I would want to explore the potential for war and exploitation in a world where 

drinking water sources are polluted and scarce, land mass is being lost to the ocean, and the land 

we do have is plagued by floods, drought and more.  What about hope?  Is there really a place 

safe from everything?  A promised land?  Or is all of this hope false?  The idea of a “promised 

land”, whether it exists or is just, is influenced by the texts Utopia and “The Land of Cockaygne”. 

 Growing up, I was very enamoured with YA dystopian series such as The Hunger Games, 

Divergent, and The Maze Runner.  Books such as these have changed my writing and even how I 

see the real world.  They have inspired me to question the adults and people in charge, and have 

helped me understand the power the youth hold to make a change for the better.  I wanted to 

show this in my own story, so I chose young adults/late teens to be the main characters exploring 

this desolate world.  Having younger heroes can also make difficult topics easier to discuss and 

bring a lighter feel of hope to the story.  I have seen first-hand the power of youth and the change 

we can make through my work with Fridays for Future. 
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The Hive Mind 

by Faith Morrell 
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The Dandelion Artist 

by Rylee Lascelle 

In a perfectly uniformed classroom with perfectly uniformed desks, the students that were 

at the university sat in their ergonomic chairs. The chairs were simple, designed to be the best 

seating option, nothing extra added and no wasted material. 

 A student sat at each desk. Most worked on a machine. They typed commands and 

pressed buttons. However, one student in particular did not. The artist was looking at the 

machine, then at the canvas. While the others in the class worked on their art, this artist, in 

particular, was not inspired to use the machine. The art it made was nothing more than a circle. A 

circle of black paint on a blank canvas. This was an introductory course so there was nothing too 

complex. Although the artist could paint the background black and the circle white, this was 

often frowned upon, in general, for being a waste of paint. 

 As the other students gave the machine the commands to create their art with expert 

measurements and precision, the artist sat there baffled. Later, the professor came by and 

congratulated the artist on, “Finally understanding art,” and that, “By not using any paint at all, 

this is the most efficient art in class.” 

The other students looked with envy for not thinking of such a thing first. They, however, 

turned their heads and continued computing their art. The artist hid behind the machine for the 

rest of class out of embarrassment. 
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 On the way out of class, the artist walked past a student that was being escorted by 

security. When the artist walked outside, there was a section of the outside wall that was blocked 

off and being cleaned by some scrubbers. Must have been vandalism. The artist wondered what 

the vandal depicted that made the wall worth scrubbing. It could have been an ununiformed 

circle, lumpy and out of shape. Maybe a person, or even a word.  

 Regardless what it was, it was likely to get scrubbed. It could have been the most 

circlelike circle and it would get scrubbed. Not that that really matters. It does not bother the 

scrubbers; they love their job. Most do. There is only one job that no one likes to do and that is 

being an artist.  

Later that day the artist asked a question, directed to no one in particular, “So why do 

people make art?” 

At this moment, the artist was watching the news that was doing a segment on artists. 

 The newscaster was talking about how, “The truth of the matter is that the number of 

artists is at a record low, as it should be. The job is simply not a practical one. They make and 

sell nothing of substantial or logical use.” 

 The program continued, “Many former patrons are saying that it just is not worth paying 

for anymore. Prices on works of art have dropped considerably in the past decade and have 

continued to drop. Current predictions are saying that within the next year all art will cease being 

made.” 

 The artist was watching while in a functionally designed seat. The artist turned to face the 

wall. 
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 “If a painting was hanging on the wall, no one would notice it much,” the artist thought. 

 “Is that why vandals are painting on the walls?” the artist wondered. 

 Some older artists rumored that humans, in their most primitive form, used to paint on 

walls. Their shapes were crude. Cave carvings telling stories of hunting large game. What would 

they paint with? No one could remember. Crushed berries, ground flowers, animal blood? 

“If art is such a timeless craft to have existed as early as the first human, then why is 

everyone so eager to part with it,” the artist pondered in thought. 

The artist turned off the television and went on a walk. The artist entered the community 

garden. Anyone could plant almost anything there. The only plants not permitted were weeds. 

Weeds are not an efficient plant and detract from the prosperity of the others. Such dissident 

plants are plucked. Hard at work were the garden pluckers. They loved their job of tending to 

their work. Among the weeds that were removed were dandelions. They were invasive and hard 

to manage. 

The artist walked around the outskirts, looking at flowers. Kneeling to smell them. The 

artist loved the garden; however, there was only a grayscale palette. Halfway around the garden, 

the artist saw the bin holding dandelions. One plucker was tossing the weeds into the bin, another 

was picking through them finding the ones that were ready to scatter into the wind. The two 

dandelions were treated differently. The yellow ones were able to be ground up into a compost. 

A practical use for an impractical weed that was used to better the garden as fertilizer. The others 

were promptly incinerated. 



41 
 

 

The artist looked at the yellow dandelions, intrigued. When the artist grabbed a handful 

of them from the bin, the two pluckers did not notice. They were too busy with their jobs. The 

yellow of the weeds seeped into the artist’s hands. The artist cupped them and carried them out 

of the garden. 

After returning home, the artist placed the dandelions down on a perfectly functional and 

in no way wasteful table and held one up. The artist looked at the blank wall and held the weed 

towards it. When scrubbing the wall with the weed, as expected, the wall slowly began to stain a 

faint yellow. The artist began to draw intricate, connected curves on the bedroom wall. While 

laying in bed, the artist realized how interesting circles look when they are left unfinished. 

The next morning, the artist returned to class. The class was going to one of the last 

remaining art galleries. When inside, all the canvases were the same size. Making paintings too 

large was banned. Large paintings were seen as threatening because of their size and made 

people go blind from looking at them too long. 

Certain mediums were not used to make art anymore such as pencils and paper. These 

were made with a practical use in mind and should be used only for writing. Three dimensional 

art was removed because it could be sharp or fall over. In either case, it was too likely to cause 

physical harm when displayed. Not to mention the tools that could be used to make it had a far 

more logical use. 

The subjects of the art in the paintings at the gallery were simply circles. Each one after 

the other was a simple, inoffensive circle. Other subjects were banned from being depicted. 

The professor insisted that the art students, “Go and have a closer look at the artworks,” 

because, “Not one painting in here is the same”. 
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They indeed were each different in their own right. Not one was the same shade of grey. 

The fact that each painting included a mixture of two colours was such a transcendent idea. The 

students gasped at the sight. The artist looked less enthused.  The artist did indeed like the 

mixing of colours, but thought the limitations of both black and white reduced the importance of 

mixing colours. The artist looked at the name tag of the artwork. The artwork was called, 

‘Circle’ and the name of who made it was not listed, in place of a name was the machine model 

used to make it. 

Modern art is all generated by machines to mainstream the process and maximize 

efficiency and time. With the time and resources used cut, the price was maximized for profits. 

Although, this failed when the consumers eventually lost interest in the product. There became 

such an overflow of the art that it eventually became absolutely priceless; however, this was not 

in the way an artist would intend. 

The students finished looking around. All the art had the same name and was done on the 

same machine. The class returned to their classroom and were able to work. 

The artist did not want to make a piece of art that included a circle. Quite contrary, the 

artist wanted to do something that was the opposite. The artist used the machine to paint uniform 

lines. Flat and spaced out. The professor came by and looked at what the artist had created. The 

professor said nothing, took the painting, and then walked away. The painting was not seen 

again. The professor replaced the canvas and insisted that the artist should “Paint something less 

controversial.” 

There were great strides for art censorship brought on. There were many things that could 

not be painted after the wars stopped. Wars were the first thing that art could not be about. 
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Nothing could be made that reminded people about the negative feelings of the past. What 

function would art such as that serve now? Next, was any artwork that was for or against 

religions. With nothing too religious to allude to, people were able to avoid the controversies of 

the past and look to the future. After that, there was an incident where a person committed a 

massacre. Psychologists claimed that violent images depicted within art and the colour red were 

to blame. Both the colour red and violent depictions of any kind were banned from art. This 

continued until all people, colours, and subjects became inappropriate to paint. 

The artist grabbed the canvas from under the machine, wanting to paint directly onto it. 

When one of the other students saw this they said, “Y-You can’t do that, you need to use the 

machine!” One student tried to get the artist to stop grabbing the canvas. The student hit a 

command on the machine by accident and a part of the machine clamped down on the artist. 

Before the artist could remove a hand, the machine aggressively pinched down. The artist felt a 

shock like no other, as did the student. The artist dropped the canvas and brought the injured 

hand up to inspect. 

The rest of the students in the class gasped in awe at the terrible sight. The artist yelled in 

anguish; however, not knowing any inappropriate words, the artist just yelled, “Dandelion!” 

The professor ushered most of the students out. The artist, with the injured hand buried in 

the shirt currently being worn, grabbed the canvas with the other hand. The artist noticed that it 

was splattered with some red, the pools of it dripping down the canvas. The artist rotated the 

canvas one way then the next. The red followed gravity. The artist thought it moved like paint. 

As more students were being taken out, the artist poured some paint on. Eventually, the paint 
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mixed. The remaining students looked at their fellow artist with mild intrigue, but mostly disgust 

as the artist finished by signing the painting with a name. 

Everyone was safely removed so the room could be sanitized. The artist was taken by 

security for disturbing and dissident acts. The artist still had the painting in hand. The person on 

security was too disturbed to lay a hand on it. Some people in the hallway gawked at the 

painting. The students that had fallen victim to the violent outbursts and actions were given 

therapy. Some people, who saw the painting in the hallway, got therapy as well. The artist was 

placed in a small holding area until the reemployment committee could decide what to do. The 

holding area was made from the remains of some old sculpture that had been repurposed into 

something more practical. The artist started etching into the wall with a fingernail. The progress 

was not that much, but the artist was trying to etch a person. A cave carving. 

Members of the reemployment committee looked into the holding area with curiosity and 

wondered if there was a different job the artist could be more productive at. Their job is to deal 

with workers who are hard to manage. 

The members of the reemployment committee loved the job they had. 

As the etching continued, the artist knew that an artist’s job was indeed a good one. 
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The Ecto Project  

by Pamela Thauberger 

Oh my god, I’m so embarrassed. This morning at my weekly blood donation 

appointment, I passed out. This has never happened before -- I hope that they still let me 

donate next week. I’ve been a proud, faithful blood donor since I was twelve, which was just 

over ten years ago. Most people can only donate blood every eight weeks, but I’m an indigo so I 

have a very rare (and very special) blood type that’s full of healing properties and is used to 

cure diseases. My Mom has taught me all about how lucky I am to be an indigo and that it’s my 

duty to give blood each week -- it’s for the greater good. I don’t even want to tell her about 

what happened today. I’m still mortified and I’ve felt weak and crampy ever since.  

I hear a car pull up in my drive way and head to my front door. It’s my best friend Jane! 

She just became a nurse last year and ever since then, she’s usually the one to draw my blood 

at the clinic. She wasn’t working today, but she must’ve caught wind of my fainting episode and 

is here to check up on me. She runs up my front step carrying a file folder and she looks very 

worried. “Something shady is going on Claudia,” she says to me hastily. “What happened to you 

at the clinic today? Is there something you’re not telling me?”  
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I honestly don’t remember much, but I tell her about my fainting episode. “I sat down in 

my usual chair and the next thing I remember is waking up feeling dizzy, clammy and weak,” I 

say. “I was embarrassed so I left the clinic as quickly as possible.” Reluctantly, I also tell her that 

I’m still not feeling well and that I have unusual cramps in my lower abdomen. I really hope this 

doesn’t mean that I can’t donate next week.   

“I wasn’t scheduled to work today but went to the clinic to grab my headphones,” Jane 

says. “I overheard some of the other nurses talking about your fainting episode so I read your 

chart. Two senior nurses from the fertility clinic are the ones who took your blood today, 

claiming that they were doing training. When you passed out, they took you upstairs to 

‘recover’ and brought you back down about a half-hour later. Look, I found these documents in 

your file,” Jane says as she shows the papers to me. “There’s mention of an anovirus and also 

an Ecto Project several times. Do you know what either of these things are?” 

I’ve heard of the anovirus. My boyfriend John works at the Science Institute Field Lab 

(the lab) in town which is located conveniently beside the blood donor clinic. The lab relies 

heavily on indigo blood donations for their research, and they’re always making headlines 

about new-found cures. John told me about the anovirus a few days ago and although he 

seemed worried, I didn’t think much of it. The lab is always quick to find cures for whatever 

illness comes along. I tell Jane what I know about the virus.  

Jane, still looking confused and worried says, “Claudia, there’s an order here with 

today’s date on it, to extract your eggs and it’s written by John. What the hell is going on?” 
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I’m completely caught off-guard. John and I have been dating for the past three months 

and things have been going well – or so I thought. We’ve never even talked about children so I 

don’t understand what he would want with my eggs. I’m furious!  

I leave Jane standing on my doorstep and drive fast to the lab, enduring a few cramping 

episodes on the way which only adds to my rage. I barge through the front doors of the lab and 

demand to see John. The front desk clerk refuses to tell me where his office is located, but 

agrees to page him over the intercom. My teeth clench together and my eyes narrow at the 

sight of him approaching me. I want to slap him. He begins to speak, but I cut him short. “How 

could you do this to me? This is a violation of my body, my rights – how dare you!” I yell, staring 

daggers at him.  

“I can explain,” John says quietly, “there’s something you need to see.”  

John gently grabs my arm and motions for me to follow him. I jerk my arm away from 

him, but walk with him to the elevator with my arms crossed. As the elevator doors close, John 

says, “I’m sorry. I know you’re angry with me right now, but the virus that I was telling you 

about is worse than anything we’ve ever seen. It’s killing people of all ages in record time and 

spreading fast. We need a cure and we need it now.” 

We arrive on the fourth floor and walk through a set of doors with a sign that says 

“Disease Control Research Centre”. There are about a dozen people in lab coats working 

diligently at computers and they barely notice us walk in. John walks to the corner of the room 

and types something into a laptop. A video projection appears on the white wall in front of us. 

It’s a live webcam feed showing the streets of Paris, but instead of tourists lining the streets, all 
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I can see are stacks of large white objects. I study them closer. Oh Jesus --those are bodies. 

Dead bodies wrapped in white sheets. Large trucks are stopping to load as many as they can 

before driving out of sight. It takes two men to lift most of the bodies, but some are so tiny that 

in only takes one man to toss them into the truck. I can’t bear to watch anymore and quickly 

head into the hallway. My heart aches and I feel sick to my stomach. I burst into tears as John 

walks up behind me and puts his hand on my shoulder.  

“Don’t touch me,” I mutter through my tears. I’m so upset and still confused as to what 

my eggs have to do with people dying in France. “Why are you showing me this and why did 

you take my eggs?” I ask.  

“Your eggs are the only way to keep the Ecto Project going, which is the best chance we 

have at eliminating the virus,” John says. “If only the lab had done proper planning, then you 

wouldn’t be affected by this. Everyone here knew it was coming sooner or later and the project 

should’ve been launched years ago, but it wasn’t. So here we are. Follow me, I’ll show you.”  

We take the stairs down to the third floor where John swipes a security card to open a 

heavy, blue door. The next set of doors are adorned with a fancy gold sign that says 

“Ectogenesis Lab” -- whatever that means, and lead us into a high-tech laboratory. I notice a 

few workers in scrubs walking around with clipboards and taking notes. The room sounds and 

smells like a hospital and takes me back a few years ago to when my Grandpa was on life 

support. The counters are lined with large, thick plastic bags filled with some kind of clear 

liquid. There are several small plastic tubes attached to each bag. I take a closer look at one bag 

and a tiny human foot appears, pressing against the bag. Is my mind playing tricks on me? I 
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quickly scan the room and realize that each bag has a tiny, sleeping human inside. This is 

insane. What kind of freak show do they have going on here? I look at John for answers.   

“Amazing isn’t it?” John says with a look of sheer joy on his face. “Fetal development 

OUTSIDE of the human body – no womb necessary! This technology is a scientific discovery like 

no other. Think of a future without the need for pregnancies and all of the problems that go 

with it.” 

Babies aren’t supposed to develop on a laboratory counter top. They’re supposed to be 

safe inside their mother. Nothing good can come of this – they’re messing with nature. I shake 

my head at John, “No, this isn’t right. Where are their mothers?”  

“There’s actually only one mother,” John explains. “She’s an indigo like you and she’s 

generously donated her eggs to help our cause. Unfortunately, due to her age, her functional 

eggs are now few and far between. The little ones you see here are the last of her offspring. 

Once these babies are ‘born’ they’ll help us lessen the indigo blood shortage substantially; 

which, in turn, will help us develop a cure for the virus faster.” 

“What happens to them once they’re born?” I ask still staring at the unborn babies. I 

count twelve in total. They appear to be sleeping, but every once in a while, one will kick or 

tumble about. I feel sad for them, but feel a sense of awe at the same time.  

John explains the whole strange process to me. The Ecto Project was developed ten 

years ago to ensure that the indigo blood supply never depletes. Poor planning led to project 

delays, and the first successful group of indigo babies weren’t born until last year. Each baby-in-
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a-bag is pre-assigned to a set of adoptive parents and agreements are put in place to ensure the 

children our brought in for weekly blood donations. The more indigo babies made, the more 

blood supply they have.  

I understand now why they took my eggs. They need to replace their aging indigo egg 

donor in order to create their new “grow-op” of babies. They plan to force me into motherhood 

and then ship my children off to be raised by random families. My children will be slaves to this 

lab and the Ecto Project for their entire lives and be poked and prodded each week. I won’t let 

it happen; they’ll have to find another indigo woman’s eggs to use.  

“No John, I won’t be a part of this,” I tell him. “It’s just plain wrong. You’ll have to find 

someone else’s eggs – someone who is willing to do this.” 

“You’re the only fertile female indigo that we’re aware of right now. The only other 

female indigos are either too young or too old. Besides, the process has already begun and your 

eggs have been fertilized,” John says. “We’ve found a way to speed up the development 

process and this next batch will be fully developed in five months.” 

Next batch? He’s talking like we’re baking muffins for God’s sake. These are human lives 

– the lives of my babies! I’m not ready to be a mother yet. I can’t let my children grow up 

without me. What will happen when they’re old enough to realize that they were created solely 

for a scientific purpose? They’ll think that I’ve abandoned them. This it too much to process. 

“Who’s the father?” I ask, tears pricking my eyes.  

“I don’t know.” John says.  
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“Liar!” I scream at him. My emotions are all over the place today. I can’t believe John did 

this to me. I hate him so much.   

“I’m telling the truth,” John says. “We used an anonymous sperm donor from a clinic in 

Europe. We have no idea who he is and he has no idea who we are or what we’re doing. Listen 

Claudia, I care about you, but this is bigger than you. It’s bigger than us. We have an 

opportunity to save the human race. Without a cure for this virus, we’ll all be dead in a few 

months and none of this will matter.”   

Leaving the lab and driving home is a blur. I will never forgive John for this and I feel so 

helpless. I call my Mom and tell her everything. I explain the virus and the dead bodies being 

piled up in Paris. I tell her all about the Ecto Project and the babies in bags and how they took 

my eggs without my permission.  

“Oh honey,” Mom says. “You’re a hero! I always knew that you were special and 

destined for something brilliant. You’re going to save the world!”  

I certainly don’t feel like a hero. “Mom, this feels very wrong to me,” I tell her. “I’ve 

been lied to and betrayed and I feel so helpless. What should I do?” 

“Claudia dear,” Mom says in a cheery voice. “Desperate times call for desperate 

measures and we all have to make sacrifices sometimes. You’ll get over it. I’m so proud of you! 

Come by for supper tonight, I’m making lasagna. Bring some wine.”  

 I let out a big sigh. “Okay, I’ll be there at six,” I say and hang up the phone.  

Afterword 
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My inspiration for this story came from the Bokanovsky Process in Aldous Huxley’s novel 

Brave New World. The process is disturbing enough as is, but as a Mother I couldn’t stop 

thinking about the egg that was used in the Bokanovsky Process and whether or not the 

Mother even knew about it. The coronavirus pandemic also played a role in how this story 

developed because it’s at the forefront of our daily lives right now. The Matrix as well as Grey’s 

Anatomy – And Dream of Sheep (season fifteen, episode seventeen) were also inspirations for 

this story. The Matrix reveals babies grown in artificial wombs and the Grey’s Anatomy episode 

displayed a lamb growing and moving in a gestational sack in a lab. Growing babies in artificial 

wombs is an interesting and controversial topic and I believe it will become common practice in 

the future. Whether it be to eliminate health risks, or for vanity reasons, people spend 

significant amounts of money to hire surrogates to carry and deliver their babies -- maybe 

artificial wombs will be an option sooner than we think.  
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Clearwater Village: The New Moose Jaw 

By Kiana Block 

 

 I was not sure what to expect as I approached my childhood city. After living in Hawaii 

for fifteen years, I had no idea what my old city would be like now. The main things I 

remembered about Moose Jaw were that the river was dirty, the people were judgemental and 

everyone was always bored. I suspected the city would be very different now, as it had changed 

its name to “Clearwater Village” and had made it mandatory for visitors to book a visitation 

pass in order to be allowed in. As I approached the village, I was met by a woman with frizzy 

hair and baggy clothes; my tour guide. 

 My tour guide was quite eccentric. She snorted when she laughed and did not seem to 

care at all about her physical appearance but she was friendly and welcoming. Her name was 

Robin. First, Robin showed me the river. I could not believe my eyes when I saw the crystal-

clear water. “What happened to the water?” I said in shock. Robin smiled at me. “We have 

gone through a process of water purification here, starting back about fifteen years ago. 

Must’ve been right around the time you left.” She continued “Why did you leave anyway?” I 

was surprised by her forwardness. “Well…” I hesitated, not wanting to offend her. “My father 

said the city was moving in the direction of a dictatorship. I didn’t question him because I was 

just a little girl. It seems really nice here. I’m not sure why he would say that.” Robin laughed 

“No need to fret over what your father once thought. Many people are scared of change. I am 

sure that was the case with your father as well. I can assure you, however, this is no 

dictatorship; in fact, it is quite the opposite. Just wait and you will see.” 
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 Robin and I hiked around Wakamow Valley. I was surprised that it was still called that, 

after so many other things had changed. The park was busier than I had ever seen it. Many 

people were fishing, kayaking, climbing trees, gardening and even swimming. Back when I lived 

in Moose Jaw, I would never consider swimming in that river but with the new purification 

system the water was clean enough to drink. “Would you like to go for a swim?” Robin asked. 

“Oh boy, would I ever” I exclaimed “The only problem is I didn’t bring a swimsuit.” Robin 

laughed and told me to look at the river again. I turned my head to look again and was 

astounded when I noticed that not a single person was wearing a bathing suit. Everyone in the 

river was naked. “Is that even legal?” I asked. Robin giggled as she always did when I asked a 

question. “It is now.” She said and with that we both threw our clothes off and jumped in the 

glorious river.   

 I never knew how wonderful a feeling it could be to swim in such clear water. I could see 

all the fish swimming beside me as I floated down the river. I did not feel uncomfortable being 

naked because it seemed so normal to everyone. People of all body types gathered and swam 

in the river with no shame or self-consciousness. I couldn’t help but smile and simply enjoy this 

new sensational freedom. When I got out of the water my skin felt rejuvenated. All my 

blemishes, scars and wrinkles were gone. I asked Robin how this could be and she said there 

was a new mineral, found in the department of mineralogy, that they put in the water, that 

could restore youthfulness, both on the inside and outside. “How can it restore youthfulness on 

the inside?” I asked. “How did you feel when you were swimming?” Robin asked me in return. I 

thought about it for a second. “I felt free and without a care in the world. I felt no shame or 
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self-consciousness.” Robin smiled a different kind of smile this time. Her smile told me that I 

already knew exactly how the water restored youthfulness to the soul.  

 “So, drinking the water can boost your confidence?” I asked Robin. “Confidence” she 

repeated “We don’t use that word here. Everyone is content with themselves. It is as if 

everyone were a young child: innocent and happy. We don’t compare ourselves to others and 

why would we? Every body is a good body.” I looked out over the water again. “So,” I began 

“what about things like the media and popular culture? Don’t they try and tell you otherwise? 

How do the capitalists get you to buy into their beauty products?” Robin shook her head. 

“None of that here. You see that is probably the reason your father thought we ran a 

dictatorship. We don’t allow outside media, advertisements, technology or anything of that sort 

into our community. After all, it is all just capitalist propaganda to make us believe that we are 

missing something from our lives.”  

 I thought about what Robin had said. I definitely agreed that the media did a lot of harm 

and tried to make people think they needed to achieve certain beauty standards to fit in but 

completely removing the media seemed a bit extreme. “What about music and movies?” I 

asked. “Well” she said “we make our own music and movies. We have many talented people 

here in the village and we’ve created many beautiful films and music albums. No need for 

Hollywood here. I could get into all the things that are problematic about Hollywood but I’m 

sure you already know.” I did know quite a bit actually: movie producers only allowing actors or 

actresses in their movies if they would sleep with them, making movies that promoted all sorts 
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of heinous behaviour and wasting millions of dollars on big productions while other people 

starved. These were all things that contributed to the huge problem that is Hollywood.  

 “Since we’re on the topic, would you like to see our studio and theatre?” Robin asked. 

As we walked towards the studio, I asked Robin “How do you know about Hollywood anyway? I 

mean since there is no outside media allowed in the village.” “Good question” she replied “the 

only reason I know about Hollywood is because I read about it in the history books. You see, we 

don’t want our people to be ignorant here; that is the last thing we want. Although we don’t 

allow outside media in, we do have many books about the ways in which other societies live 

and function. If we didn’t understand the harm that the media causes to outside societies then 

we wouldn’t be able to fully appreciate the protection and freedom that we enjoy here in 

Clearwater Village.” This brought me to another question. “So, do you have schools?” I asked. 

“Of course, we have schools” she exclaimed “but our schools are very different from the 

schools you would know.” 

 “Schools here are not necessarily buildings where children go to learn and be socialized. 

Those are the types of schools you would know of. Here anyone can be a student and anyone 

can be an educator. There are some school buildings for studies such as nursing and many of 

the sciences and maths but much of the learning students do takes place outside. Right now, 

the most popular field of study is mineralogy, since we have seen firsthand the amazing effects 

that minerals can have on both our physical and mental health. Most of our educators are 

elders in the community, who have worked on their various crafts for many years. The elders 

make excellent educators and the young ones listen to them because they know that they are 



60 
 

 

very wise. However, we do have many young educators as well. As I said before, anyone who 

cares to share their knowledge with others can be an educator.” 

“What about differences of opinion?” I asked 

 “Oh, yes” she replied “there are many different opinions, beliefs and interests among 

the people of our community. Everyone is entitled to their own opinions but it is against the law 

to try and persuade others to think the same things as you. We can have discussions with each 

other and share our thoughts but we are never permitted to make others feel pressured to 

think the same as us. Sometimes through learning new facts or bits of history people will 

change their minds about certain topics but they always come to their new conclusions on their 

own and not from the persuasion of another person. This is the same in politics. We have a set 

of laws that must be followed but we do not have politicians. Politicians in other societies use a 

great deal of persuasion and manipulation in their campaigns. If a politician came into our 

society, they would either have to give up their politician ways or leave the village. We do not 

stand for lies and deceit. Anyways, we have finally arrived at the studio.” 

 I looked up to see a beautiful plaza filled with water fountains, gardens and plenty of 

young children running around. There were rooms set up around the plaza filled with 

technological equipment, cameras, microphones and more. Robin began explaining “A lot of 

inspiration can be drawn from the plaza as well as from Wakamow Valley. Artists often go to 

these two places when they are thinking of ideas for new movies or songs. Some artists even go 

far out of the village to find inspiration from beautiful, natural sites such as the Amazon 

rainforest or Victoria Falls in Zimbabwe. People are allowed to travel and in fact many of our 
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members often do. We are not a cult holding people hostage. However, our members always 

seem to come back. They may enjoy some new scenery for a while but they always miss the 

feeling of freedom and happiness that they experience here. Maybe you will want to become a 

member as well.” 

I thought about it for a long time. The feeling I felt when swimming with those fish was almost 

heavenly but I wasn’t sure if I would want to stay in this place and have my view of the rest of 

the world be tainted forever because I lived in a place that was so superior to everywhere else. I 

wondered about the minerals they used in the water. I thought maybe the minerals that 

created youthfulness were actually addictive and that’s why people always came back. I 

wondered if the happiness I felt in this village was really real or just artificially induced by the 

minerals in the water. I did not end up becoming a member of Clearwater Village. Similar to my 

father, I was scared of such a drastic change. I was scared if I stayed that I would no longer want 

to visit my friends or my family and they would think I had joined a cult. I was scared there 

could have been some dark, hidden secret about the village, as there often is in things that 

seem too good to be true. I will never know if there was a hidden darkness in Clearwater Village 

but I will surely always remember the glorious feeling of floating down a river, naked and 

unashamed. 
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Popular Songs in Brave New World and Nineteen Eighty-Four  

By Alex MacDonald 

Musical references in Brave New World and Nineteen Eighty-Four, including 

 allusions to popular songs of the 1920s and 1940s, are useful indicators of the 

novels’ themes. Huxley used the popular music of the Brave New World as an 

reflection of its emotional shallowness, represented by such immortal songs as 

“Hug Me Till You Drug Me, Honey.” Brave New World’s scorn for popular music, 

and for popular culture in general, situates Huxley’s famous dystopia as a High 

Modernist work. In Orwell’s case, implicit references to World War II hits such as 

“We’ll Meet Again” and “I’ll Be Seeing You” reflect ironically upon the relationship 

of Winston and Julia and their terrible situation at the end of the novel. His 

treatment of the musical thrush and the singing Prole laundrywoman plays a more 

hopeful note, and a positive attitude to popular songs and popular culture situates 

Nineteen Eighty-Four on the cusp of Post-Modernism. With respect to the critical 

discourse about hope and despair in these dystopian texts, signs of hopefulness in Brave New 

 World are very slight, although they do exist. The music of Nineteen Eighty-Four may be 
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 understood as supporting the view that Orwell’s novel is not so despairing as it is sometimes 

 made out to be. 

 

The complete article may be accessed through the University Library: 

Alex MacDonald. “Popular Music and the Modernist Dystopia: Brave New World and Nineteen 

 Eighty-Four.” University of Toronto Quarterly. Vol 90 No 1 (Winter 2021). 

An audio appendix, including some of the songs, is available at: 

http://users.accesscomm.ca/hatman/popularsong.html. 
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